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When all men's heads for love, not fear, bow down
To thy sole royal crown, As thou to freedom ; when man's life smells sweet,
And at thy bright swift feet A bloodless and a bondless world is laid ;
Then, when thy men are made, Let these indeed as we in dreams behold.
One chosen of all thy fold, One of all fair things fairest, one exalt
- Above all fear or fault, One unforgetful of tinhappier men
And us who loved her then ; With eyes that outlook suns and dream on graves ;
With voice like quiring waves ; With heart the holier for their memories' sake
Who slept that she might wake; With breast the sweeter for that sweet blood lost,
And all the milkless cost; Lady of earth, whose large equality
Bends but to her and thee; Equal with heaven, and infinite of years,
And splendid from quenched tears; Strong with old strength of great things fallen and fled,
Diviner for her dead; Chaste of all stains and perfect from all scars,
Above all storms and stars, All winds that blow through time, all waves that foam,
Our Capitolian Rome.
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